Teacher by Brouwer, Joel
© Providence College 
 
The author(s) permits users to copy, distribute, display, and perform this work under the following 
conditions: (1) the original author(s) must be given proper attribution; (2) this work may not be 
used for commercial purposes; (3) the users may not alter, transform, or build upon this work; (4) 
users must make the license terms of this work clearly known for any reuse or distribution of this 
work. Upon request, as holder of this work’s copyright, the author(s) may waive any or all of these 
conditions. 
 
The Prose Poem: An International Journal is produced by 
The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress) 
for the Providence College Digital Commons. 
http://digitalcommons.providence.edu/prosepoems/ 
THE PROSE POEM: 
AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL 
 
Volume 5 | 1996 
Teacher 
Joel Brouwer 
 
Joel Brouwer 
TEACHER 
He stumbled in drunk, strumming a ukulele, suggested we all take off 
our shirts. It seemed fishy. But everyone says he's a genius, so OK, 
we thought, maybe it's a metaphor for something. Our first assign-
ment: Drink someone's blood. Not your own. Report via ghazal. The 
next week he took us outside into the blizzard, pointed at the library 
and yelled What's that? The wind babbled like a lunatic. The library! 
we shouted. He frowned, shook his head, asked again. Hours went by. 
Our tongues turned to ice. But we learned the lesson: walked away 
one by one, alone, cold. 
